The Hiftorie of King Lear . 
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The Hitt or it of King Lear, 

Ourdecrefl Re£an,\\'\fc to £er«)M//,fpeakc? 

Reg. Sir I am made of the felfe fame mettall that my fitter is. 
And prize me at her worth in my true heart, 

I find ihe names my very deed of loue, onely lhe came {hort, 
That I profefle my felfe an enemie to all other ioyes, 

Which the moft precious fquare offence poffeftes, 

And find I am alone felicitate, in your deere highnes loue. 

ford. Thenpoore Cord.&yetnotfo,fincelam fure 
My loucs more richer then my tongue. 

Lear. To thee and thine hereditarie euer 
Remaine this ample third of our faire kingdome* 

No leffe in fpace, validity, and pi eafure, 

Then that confirm’d on Cjonor til, butnow our ioy. 

Although the laft,not leaft in our deereloue. 

What can you fay to win a third, more opulent 
Then your fitters. 

Cord. Nothing my Lord. (againe. 

Lear, How, nothing can come of nothing, fpeake 
Cord. Vnhappie that 1 am, I cannot heaue my heart into my 
mouth, I loue your Maieftie according to my bond, nor more nor 

leffe. • 

Lear. Goe to, goe to, mend your fpe cch a little, 

Leaft it may mar your fortunes, 
t ford. Good my Lord, 

You hauebegot me,brcdme, louedme, 

I returne thofe duties backe as are right fit, 

Obey you, loue you,and moft honour you. 

Why haue my fitters hufbands ifthey fay they loue you aH, 

Happely when I fhall wed, that Lord whofe hand 

Muft take my plight, {hall cary halfe my loue with him, 

Halfe my care and duty, fure I fhall ncuer 
Mary like my fitters, to loue my father all. 

Lear. But goes this with thy heart ? 
ford. I good my Lord. 

Lear. So yong and fo vntender, 

. Cord. So yong my Lord and true. 

Lear. Well let it be fo, thy truth then be thy dower, 

For by the (acted radience oftheSunne, ^ 





